
The Trxgedieof 
Bull, WhyB.isNorffolkedead? 

Carl. AslBrelyasIliuemy Lord. . ’ 

Bull. Sweet peace conduit his fweete foule to the bofoffie 
Ofgood olde Abraham:Lords Appellants* * 

Your diflferencesfhall all reft vnder gage. 

Till we afsigne you to your dates oftriail. 1 Enter Yotike 

York; Great Dukeof Lancafter I come to thee, ; 

From plume-pluekt Richard, who with willing foule,, : 
Adopts the heire,and his high fcepteryccldes, 

To the poflefsion of thy royall hand: 

Afcend his throne, defending now' from him, ' pf 

And long Hue Henry fourth of that name. ■ , r: u f 

Bull. In Gods name lie afeend the regall throne, , 

Car . Mary God for bid. 

Worft in this loyall prefence may I fpeake. 

Yet beftbefeenung meto fpeake the truth. 

Would God that any in this noble prefence, ■ i 

Were enough noble to be vprightiudge , Hi 

Of noble Richard. Then true noblefte would i; ; H 

Learne him forbearance from lo foule a wrong, 

What lubiettcaogiuelentence on his King: 

And whofits here that is not Richards fubiett? v,r i 

Thecucsarenotiudgdbuttbeyareby toheare,. .!![ 
Although apparant guiltbe feene in them. 

And lhall the figure of Gads Maiefty, 

His Captaine,fteward, deputy, cleft* 

Annointed, crowned, planted, many yearcs 
Be iudgd by fubieft and inferiour breath, 

And he himfelfi not prelentrOh forfend it God, 

That in a Chriftiau climate foulesrefinde, . 

Should Ihew fo heinous blacke nbfceene a deed 
I Ipeake tofubieflsanda {ubieftfpeakes, 

Stird vp by God thus boldly for 'us King, 

My Lord ofFIereford here whom you call King, 

Isa foule traitour to proud HerefordsKing,, 

And ifyon crowne him lepoe prpphefie, 

The bloud of finglilh fljajl manure the ground,. 

And future agesgroane for tl;is. fpulf ail, 1 


King Richard the fecund. 

Peace lhall go fleepe with turkes and infidel?, 

Atidin this feat'e of peace, tumultuous warres. 

Shall kin with kin, and kinde with kind confound: 
•Diforder, horror, feare » and mutiny. 

Shall heere inhabit, and this land be cald. 

The field of Golgotha and dead mens fculs, 

Oh ifyon raife this houfe againft this houfc. 

It will the wofulleft diuifion proue, 

That eucr fell vpon this curfed earth: 

Preuent it, refill it, let it not be fo. 

Left child, childs children, crie againft you wo. 

J^orth. Well haue you argued nr, and for your paines, 

Of Capitall treafon, we arreft you heere: 

My Lord of Weftminfter, be it your charge. 

To keepe him fafely till his day of triall. 

Bull. Let it be fo, and loe on wednefday next. 

We folemnly proclaime our Coronation, 

Lords be ready all. Exeunt. 

UManent Weft. Caltil, burner le. 

^flbnt. A wofull Pageant haue we heere beheld. 

Car. The woe’s to come.the children yet vnbornc. 

Shall feele this day as fharpto them as tnorne. 

^tum. You holy Clergy men, is there no plot. 

To ridde the realme ofthispernitious blot? 

A hbot. My Lo. before I freely Ipeake my mind hecrein. 
You lhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To burie mine intents, but alio toeffeft. 

What euerl lhall happen to deuifet 
I fee your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your harts of forrow, and your eics of tearess 
Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a plot, 

Shall flie w vs all a merrie daie. Exeunt. 

Enter the Queette frith her attendants . 

This way the King will come, this is the way, 

To Iulius Caefars ill erefted Tower, 

To wohfc flint bolome. my condemned Lord, 

"sdoomde aprifoner by proud Bullingbrookc, 

H» Heere 







